CHAPTER I1.

ITEN the Birdar parted amid-
ships the floor of the saloon
heaved up in the center with
n  mighty erash of rending
woodwork nud iron. Men and women,
too stupeficd to sob out 8 prayer, were
pitehed headlong into chuaos.
from the terriied grasp of her mald,
fell through a corridor and wounld have
gone down with the ship bnd not a
sallor, clingiug to a companion Indder,
caught her as she whirled along the
steep slope of the deck

He did not know what kad happen-
od. With the Instinet of self preserva-
tion he seized the nearest support
when the vessel strack It was the
mere upulse of ready helpfulness that
cattsed Lim 10 stretel out his left arm
and clasp the girl's wa'lst as she dutter.
od past. By idle chance they were on
the port side, and the ship, after paus-
Ing for one awful second, fell over to
starboard

The man was not preparsd for this
second gyration Even as the stalr

a8y canted he lost his balance: they
were bothh thrown violently throngh
he open hatchway and swept off iunto
the bolling surf, Under condi-
tions thought it=elf wius Impossible. A
séries of impressions, a number of fan-
tastic pictures, wore received by the he-
numbed faculties and afterward pain-
fully sorted out hy the memory. Fear,
anguish, amazement—none of these
counld exist. All he knew was that the
lifeless form of a woman—for Iris had
happlly fainted—must be held until
death Itself wrenchied her from him,
Then ther. cume the heallong plunge
Inte the =wirlilng sea, followesd by an
indefinite period of gasping obllvion.
Something that felt like a moving rock
rose up beneath his feet, Tle was driv-
en clear out of the water and scemed to
recognize
and tiright close at hand, It was the
pinnacie pillar, screwad to a portlon of
the deck which eame away from the
chart house, and was rent from the np-
per framework by contact with the
reef. He seized this unlooked for sup-
port with his disengnged hand.

A uniformed flgure—he thought It
was the captaln—stretehed out an un-
availing arw to clasp the queer raft
which supported the sallor and the
girl, but a Jealous wave rose under
the platform with devilish energy and
turned It completely over, hurling the
mnu with his Inanlmate burden into
the deptihs, He rose, fighting madly
for his life. Now surely he was doom
@l But again, as If human existence
depended on paught mwore serlous than
the spinning of a coln, his knees rested
on the sume few stanch tlmbers, now
the cvlling of ihe music room, and he
was glven a brief respite.  [lis great
est difliculty was to get his hreath, so
dense was the spray through which
be was driven. Even In that terrible
moment e kept his senses, The girl,
utterly unconscious, showed 'y the
convulsive heaving of her breast that
she was choking. With a wild effort
he swung her head round to shield her
from the

suely

Aying sceud with his own

form
Fhe tiny alr space thus provided
Eave lier some relief, and In that In
stant the suallor wed o revognize

her, He was oot remotely eapnble of a
definite
Imed i

arms the

e, Jdnst as he vague!y real
lentity of the wowman in his
whilch
Agunin he re-
newed the uvegual contest A strong,

resolute g i Lyphoon sea wres-

unsteady support on

he pvsites] tonmled over

and
tled for snpremacy

This thue plunged against
something gratefolly solll. He was
daslied forwand. still battling with the
raging tormoll of water, and a second
time he felt the sawe firm vet smooth
surface., His= dormant faculties nwoke.
It was sand. With frenzied despers-
tion, buoyed now by the inspiring hope
of safety, Le fought his way cowanl
like a maniac,

Often he fell, Three times did the
backwash try to drag bim to the
awlirling death behind, bat he staggered
bLlindly op, on, until even the tearing
gale ceased to be Inden with the suffo-
cating foam, and his fultering feet
sank in deop soft white sand,

Then he fell, not to rise again
a last weank fOicker of exhausted
strenzth he drew girl closely to
him, and the two ley clasped tightly
together, heedless now of all things,

How long the man remained pros-
frate he could only gness subsequently.
The Sirdar struck soon after day-
break, and the sallor awoke to a bazy
consciousuess of his surroundings to
find » shaft of sunshine fAickering
through the clonds banked up In the
east. The gule wus already passing
awny. Although the wind still whis
tled with shrill violenee, it was more
biustering than threatening. The sea,
too, though mnning very high, had re-
treated many yards from the spot
where be had finally dropped. and its
surface was no longer scourged with
venolnous spray. -

Ntowly and painfully he raised him-

Lis feet

With

'
the

self to a sitting posture, for he was
bruised and stiff. With his ficst move-
ment he becawe vieleatly ill. He had
swallowed mwuch salt water, and It
was not untll the spasm of lk:l.m
biad passed that he tho of the
“She cannot be dead® Le hoarsely

murmured, feebly trying to lift ber.
“Surely Providence would not desert

‘ focateT—and the

Iris, torn |

n familiar ohject rising rigid |
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seemed te be that terrible bloodless

|
| bue which indicates death. The stern

lines in the man's face relaxed, and
eomething blurred his vision. He was
weak from exhaustion and want of
food. For the moment his emotions
were easily aronsed.

“Ob, it is pitiful!™ be almost whim-
perad. “It canuot be!™

With a gesture of despair he drew
the sleeve of his thick jersey across his
eycd to clear them from the gathering

He staggered blindly on,

mist. Then he tremblingly endeavored
| to open the newk of her dress. He was
startied to tind the girl's eyes wide
open and surveying him with shadowy
alarm, She was quite couscions,

“Thank God!” bhe cried boarsely.
“You are alive.”

Her color came back with remarka-
ble rapidity. She tried to assume a sit-
ting and instinctively her
hands traveled tu her disarranged cos-
tume,

“How ridieunlons™ she sald, with a
little note of aunovance In hor volee,
which sounded curiously hollow. But
her brave spirit conld got yet command
* her enfeebled frame., Rhe was perforce

compelled to sink buck to the support
of Lis kuee and arm

“Do you think you could lie quiet un-
tl T try to tind somge water?' he gasp-
ed anxiously

Bhe nodded a chlldlike acgulescenecs,
and her eyellds fell. It was only that
her eyes smarted dreadfully from the
salt water. but the
that this

1O UnConsclons e

[rissture,

sallor wuas sure

was i premonition of n lapse
“Please t
“bPon’t you

loosen thevw

ry not to
think 1
thing=s?Y

faiot ngain® bhe
had

You enn breatlw

anld Frerl Qoo
more cusily*

A ghoxt of
lips munrmnred,
eyes. hurt me—that Is all
nny e

a sile fickered on her
ALy

Is there—

“No—=un" she
water?

He daid by tenderly on the sand and
rose 1o his faet Hix first
towanl the seu He
which wmwudle with astonisli-
mient A running
over the barrier reef which inclosed a
small The e tween
the ferce commotion wond the

glance was
raw something
kim blink
heavy sea was still
lagoon, “ontrast

vutside

comparatively smooth surface of the
protected pool wuas very marked. At
low tide the ligoon was alinost com-

pletely  isoloted Indeed he magined
that only a ferce gale blowing from
the nortiwest would enabile the waves
to leap the reef, save where a strip of
broken water, surging far into the
small pntural Larbor, betrayed the po-
sition of the tiny entrance.

Yet at this very point a fine cocoanut
palm reaved its stately column high in
air, and its long, tremulous fromnds were
now swinging wildly before the gale
From where he stood It appeared to
be growing in the midst of the sea, for
buge breakers completely hid the coral
embankment. This sentinel of the land
had a welndly lmpressive effect. [t
was the only tixed object in the waste
of foam cuppwsd waves, Not a vestige
of the Sirdar remained seawanl, but
the sand was littered with wreckage,
and—mouwrnful spectacle—n  considera-
ble number of Inanimate human forms
lay huddled up amid the relles of the
steénmoer,

This discovery stirred him to action.
He turned to survey the land on which
he was stranded with his helpless com-
panion. To his great relief he discov-
ered that It was lofty and tree clad
He knew that the ship could not have
drifted to Borueo, which still lay far to
the south. This must be cae of the
hundreds of islands which stud the
China sex and provide resorts for Hai-
nan fishermen. Probably It was in
hobited, though be thought It strange
that none of the islanders had put in
an appeurance. In any event water

and food of some sort were assured
But before setting our upon his quest
two things demanded attention. The
gir! must be removed from her present
position. It would be too horrible to

pently.

Without snother word he lifted her
n his urms, marveling somewhat at
the strength which came of necessity,
and boe her some little distance until
a sturdy rock jutting out of the sand
offercd shelter from the wind and pro-
tection from the sea and Its revela.
tiong.

“I am so cold and tired,” murmured
Iris. “Is there any water? My throat
hurts me.”

He pressed back the tangled hair
from her forehead as he might soothe
a child,

“Try to lie still for a very few min-
utes,” he sald. “You have not long to
suffer. [ will return imwediately.”

Iis own throat and palate were on
fire owing to the brine. but he first
hurried hack to the edge of the Iagoon.
There were fourteen bodies in all, three
women amd eleven men, four of the
latter being Lasears. The women were
snloon passengers whom he (Qid not
know. One of the men was the sur-
g=on, another the first officer, n third
Sir John Tozer. The rest were passen.
gers and members of the crew., They
were all dead: some hind been pesceful-
Iy drowned, others were fearfully
mangled by the rocks. Two of the Las-
cars, bearing slgns of dreadful Injurles,
were lying on a cluster of low rocks
overhanging the water, The remalnder
rested on the sand

The saflor exhiblted no vislbie emo-
tloa while he conducted his sad sern-
tiny. When he was assv-ed that this
siient company was beyond mortal help
he at once strode away toward the
nearest belt of trees.  Fle conld not tell
how long the search for water might
be protracted, and there was pressing
nead for It

When he reached the first clump of
brushwoond he uttersd a delighted ex
clamation, g in prodigal
haxuriance, Hicent pitcher
plant, whose lnrge cu 1 up leaf, shap-
el like a teacup. not only holds a last

There, grow
was the |

Ing quantity of rain water, but mixes
therewlith its own palntable and nat.
ural Julces

With his knife he severad two of
the leaves pnd hast ‘1 to Iris with

the preclous bevernge
and managed to rai
bow. The poo eves glistened at
the prospect of re Without a word
of question or surprize she swallowedl
the contents of both leaves

Then found utterance
odd it What Is 1t
quired,

But the eager
quenclsd her tl
momentarily forgotten
tongue seenwst 1o swall
solutely unable to reply

The water revived
draft. Her qguick
what had hapnened

“You have had none yourself™ she
eried. “Go at once and get some! And
please bring me some more™

He required no second bidding.  Aft-
er hastily gulping down the contents
of several leaves he returped
furthier supply. Irls was now sitting
up. The sun Lad burst royally through
the clouds, and Lies
gaining some
elusticity.

“What s it? ghe repeated after an-
other deliclous drafr,

*“The leal of the piteher plant. Na-
ture is not always ernel, In an un-
usually generous mosd she devised this
method of storing water.”

Miss out bher hand
for more., Her troubled braln refused
to wonder at such a reply from an ordi-
nary seaman. The sallor dellberately
gpllled the contents of a remaining leaf
on the sand

“No, madam.” he mald, with an odd
mixture of deference sl firmness. “No
mors nt present I must first procure
you some food "

She looked up at bim In momentary
silenee

*The ship is lost?”
panse

“Yes, madam

“Are we the only people saved ¥

*1 fear so."

“1s thiz a desert Island ™

“l think not, madam. It may by
chance be temporarily uninbabited, bat
fishermen from Chinn come to ull these

benrd him

she

“How
tastes she In
eas with which
rst renpewed

sl
Liis own
torturs His

He was ab

Iris llke a8 magic

intuition told her

limh=s woere
of warmth and

b1t
chillied

degree

Deane reachsd

she sald after a

places. | have seen go other living be-
iIngs except ourselves Nevertheless
the islawders may live on the south
side.”

“It =urely cannot be possible that the
Sirdur has gone to magniti-
cent vessel of her slze.and strength ¥

He answered quletly: "It is too true,
madam, | you hanlly kpew
she struck, it happensd so suddenly,
Afterward, fortunately for you, you
were unconscious ™

“How do you know?" she lpquired
quickly. A tlood of vivid recollection
was pouring in upon her.

“I—er—well, 1 happened to be near
You, madam, when the ship broke up,
and we—er—drifted nshiore together™

She rose and foeed him, I remem-
ber now.” she cried hysterieally, “You
caught me as | was thrown into the
corridor. We fell into the sea when
the vessel turned over. You have saved
my life. Were it not for yon 1 could
not possibly hiave escaped.”™

She gazed at him more earnestly, see.
ing that lte bLiushed beneath the ornst
of salt and sand thar covered his (ace.
*Why.” she went on, with growing ex-

[Hies—

s o=

cltement, “you are the steward [ ne-
ticed in the sulovn yesterday, How
is It that you are nuw dressed as a
sallor?”

He answered rencily enough. “There
was an accldent ou board during the
gale, madam. 1 am a falr sailor, but
a poor steward, so [ applied for a
transfer. As the crew was short hand-
ed, my offer wus acoopled.”

Iris was now looking at him lntently,

“You saved my life,” she repeated
slowly. It seewed that this obvious

lact needed to be lndelibly established

with n

NE 1, RICIIMON D, VIRGINI A,

nrs frembled (o Ger
eyes, -

“Is it really tr 3 t all the ship's
company except @ Ives are lost?*
she brokenly demanded.

The saflor's gravely earncst glance |
fell before hers. “Unliappily there is
no room for doubt,” be sakd,

“Are you quite, guite sure?”

“l am sure—of some." Involuntarily
be turned seaward,

Bhe understood him. She sank to her |
knees, covered her face with her hands
and broke into a passion of weeping.
With a look of Infinite pity he stooped
and wonkl have touched her shoulder,
but he suddenly restrained the im-
pulse. Something bad hardened this
man. It cost him an effort to be cal-
lous, but he snecesded. His mouth
tishitenaml. and his expression lost its
tenderness, .

“Come, come, my dear lady,” he ex-
claimed, and there was o tinge of stl-
led roughness in his voice, “you must
enlm yourself. It Ix the fortune of |
shipwreck as well' as of war, vou
know. We are allve and must ook
after ourselves. Those who have goue
are beyond our help.”

“But not bervond our sympathy.”
wailed Iris, uncovering her swimming
eyes for a fleeting look at him. Even
in the utter desolation of the moment
glie conkl not help Marveling that this
queer mannered sallor. who spoke like
a gentleman and tried to pose us her
Inferior, who had rescned her with the
utmost gnllantry, who carried his quix-
otic zeal to the polnt of first supplying
bher needs when e wos In far worse
ease himself, should Le so utterly in-
different 1o the fate of

thers
He walted silently uutil lber sobs
ceased
“Now, madam.” he said, “it ' essgen

tial that we should obt some food

I don’t wish to leave you alone until
we are belter acquainte]l with our
wherenbouts Can you walk a little
way toward the trees, or <hinll I assist
you:"

Iris immodiately stood up
ed her hnir hack defian

“Certainly 1 can walk,” she answer-
ed. “Whut do you propose to do¥*

“*Well, madam"™-

“What Is your name? abe interrupt-
ed Imperiously

"

She presa-

nks, madam Robert Jenks."
“Thaunk you. Now listen, Mr. Robert
Jenks, My nume I8 Miss 1ris Deane.
On board ship 1 was s passenger and
you were a stewand—that s, until you
became a senman. Here we are equals
ln misfortune, but In all else you are
the leader. I am quite us<e 1 ean

only help In matters by your direction, f

leess

Plodding togcther th
so 1 do not wish to he addressed as
‘madam’ in every breath. Do you an-
derstand me ¥

“As you wiah, Miss Deane” he said
“The fact remains that 1 have many
things to attend to. an! we really must
eat something.™

“What can we eat?

“Let us tud out,” Le repiled. sean-
ning the nearest trees with keen seru
tiny.

They plodded together through the
sand In silence, Phy-lcally they were
a superb couple, bt in raiment they
resembled searecrows. Hoth, of course,
were bareheaded. The sallor's jersey
and trousers were old and torn. and
the sea water still soughed loudly in
his heavy boots with esch step,

But Iris was in a deplorable pdight. |
Her halr fell In a great wave of gold-

vugh the mand.

#m brown strands over her neck and
sboulders. Every hairpin had vanish-
ed, but with a few dexterous twists
she colled the flying tresses into a
loose knot. Her beautiful muslin dress
was rent and draggled. It was drying
rapldly under the ever Increasing pow-
er of the sun, aud she surreptitiously
endeavored to complets the fastening
of the open portion about her neck.

Suddenly he gave a giad shout. “By
Jove, Miss Deane, we are In luck’s |
way! There is a fipe pluntain tree”

The pangs of hunger could not be re- |
sisted. Although the fruit was hardly
ripe, they tore at the great bunches
and ate ravenously. Iris made no pre-
tense in the matter, and the saflor was |
in worse plight, for be had been on
duty continunously since 4 o'clock the
previous afternoon.

At last their appetite was somewhat
appeased, though plantins might not
appeal to a gourmand as the sollitary
Jolut,

“Now,"” decided Jenks, “you must
rest here a little while, Miss Deane.
I'm golng back to the beach. You need
no§ be afrald. There arc no animals to
barm you, and I will not be far away.”

“What are you going to Jo op the
beach?" she demanded.

““T'o rescue stores, for the most part ™
“May I not come with you. I can be

murmurel. “I would falnt. While you
are away [ will pray for them. my un-
fortunute friends. ™

Ax Lo pussd from her slde he heard
her sobbing quietly.

When be renchod the lagoon he halt-
ed sndidenly. Something startled him.
He was quite c¢evtain that be had
countel fourteen corpses. Now there
were only twelve. The two Lascars’
bodies which rested on the small group
of rocks on the verge of the lagoon had
vanisinsl,

Where had they gone?

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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LULLABY.

The night Is long. [ know, 1 know,
he kK ticks e ¥ it BLOwW,
Lullaby, bus by

B mother w hies w . u wleep,

Bo slumber long and 1t and deep,
Lulluby, has [

Away 1 1 — "

Awny T

With siken = . YOI
And wii . 1 » "

Bing low - " w E 1OW
Lullaby, aby, oh

OF YVES,
$ THE FISHERMAN

By MAXIME AUDOIN
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HAT feliow Yves has nevel
what it was to have a
or a father, much less a
With him the most

%THE SACRIFICE

kuown
mother
single friend
portant fact was

that he was strong; his two arms
were all he had to keep Rim from
starvation He was handsome, but he
did mot know it mor would he have
cared If he had known It: his regular
features and proud carriaze told of
noble bload.

The men in the village bated him
because he was a stranger, and be
jcause his courage was greater than
their own, and they were jealous, too

because his good looks pleased the
women. Hoth men and women feared
him. Why, ke did not know or care.

Yves lived in a stone cabin that he

had built himself during the winter, |
when- the Ashing =eason was at an
elgl: he carved little boats and play

things that he sold during the sea
son to tourists. And becauss he never

spent his woney In getting drunk at

the tavern, the villagers called him
stingy.

Furthermore, they hated him be-
cause one terrible night during the
equinoctial gale, when not a single
sallor dared to go out Yves went
alone in his light boat to the rescue
of a schooner upon the rocks After

this thelir hatred redo

Is not enough to kil! &

girea to live.
One evening

but hatred
man who de-

It was three wears aft

er the rescue of the schooner. Yves
was alone in his cahin, when he heard
| feeble cries outside the door. [t was
in winter and a crael north wind

was making the stowflakes dance in
great swirls on the cold beach

Yves opened the door. Crouched upon
the sill he saw 4 womsan and a

SHE HEARD A VOICE CALLING.

Bttle girl, huddled closely together and
moaning piteously. Yves carriod them
house.

fato the , mnd,
upon the fire,

hrain., nerve §

pleading brown ayes. Her name was
Margariton.

After this winter night a new life
began for the lonely Yves. To him
Margariten became a whoie family.
She was soclety, she was his daughter
! his sister. his companion, his friend.
| she was his ldol. before whom he
prostrated himself in perpetual adora-
tlon.

There was nothing too good for her,
and the money he had earned so pain-
fully was scattered gladiy for the
finest stuffs for her dresses and beau-
tiful lace and gold chains. Margariton

——

might well have become selfish in the
midst of siuth loving worship, but
there was no room for aught save
grateful affection in her warm little
heart. i

Not far from thelr cabin, the rock
cliffs, sloping gently on either side.
made room for a tiny beach of finest
gand, where In one corner rose a
! stream of purest water, !

One summer afternoon Margariton,

bher pitcher poised upon her head, was
following the nprrow path that led to
the spring. when she heard a voice
calling to her Turning, half fright.
ened, she saw a young man, an artist,
sitting on the rocks before his ease]
For a moment the palnter stood lost
in admiration of the beauty of the zirl
before him; then as she
to hasten on, he stretched out
banda, pleadingly, regardless of
fact that he was still
palette and brushes. and
“Young lady. 1 beg and entreat yoy
to remaln just where you are, without
moving, if only for an lnstant!"

was about
hotn

the

oried:

“Gladly,” sald Margariton, blushing
rosily.

The painter immediately disappeared
behind his canvas and the brushes flew

fast as he worked., Half an bour later
be asked his model to inspect his first
sketch

Margariton bastened to his side, her
CUriosity stronger than fens At
the sight of the canvus ou the ensel she

8lopped short (o scstasy, w ut & wonl
L0 express her raplurous &
VAl my beautiful stranger! This
means the salon for me.' «
Ist. enthuslastically.
Come back to-m
And what s sour name?”
“Margariton,” replied the girl
as she nodded her hoad in consent

ration
ried the art
Tell me, will you

row at this sae time?

shyly,

holding his'

|

]

|

|

The next day Margariton was prowupt |

at the meeting. She bad not sald any-
thing to Yves of ber chance encounter
with the strapger, nor of her promise.
Not that she telt that sb had done

WIoRg. but from a quick instinet of pru- |
dence, as if it were a presentiment of the |

pain she might
Was Lhe nhirat
between them

brother. It
secrel there had ever been

cause her

A week passed. and still another week
and U the portrait bad not advanced it
was different walh the triendship be-
tween the artist and his model. Friend
ship? Nay, Jean Vermeull Knew well
enough It was no mere feeling of friend-
ship that made his heart beat so hard at
the aight of the Leautiful girl,

He loved her with all the strength of
his being. and Lthat, could he
win her love, e would marey her. But
what of the brother Yves, 1o whom Mar
Bariton owed such 4 debt of gratitude?
What would he say?

The villagers, who had known from
the first of he Imeetings at tne spring,
ok care that Y ves should oot be left
in lguorance. What terrible vengeance
would the hated Yves, they aske
another, tale upon the painter?
did not know, but they awaited the out-
burst of his wratht with a cruel anxiety,

But there was no -.gn on his face,
whatever he may have folt Only that

resaived

nlght after he bad kissed Margariton
Bood mnight the young girl heard him
toss uneasily upon his rousgh couch
before she went happlly to sleep

The next day his mind was made
up. In the afternoon, when the
young girl went singing to the tryst-
Ing place, Yves, hidden among the

rocks, was present al  the weeling,
Not a detail of the pretiy courtship
escaped his Jealous eye—the warm
hand clasps and the tende: glances
which, better than words, belrayed
thelr passion,

And no one heard the bitter sizh

whena Margariion. radiant in tne won-
derful happiness of being loved by the
man who made earth
her, cried

“I must tell my Yves that
You want to MArry me. me a4 poor
girl, penniless and without education!
He will be glad, too. bur
you, Jean, my beloved!"™

Yves had changed
the last weeks, He no longer ate or
slept, and his eyes burned strangely
in his pale face. Margaiiton in her
happiness did not see the ¢ hange, nor
did she notice, when she took her
brother's hand in hers and told him
her secret, that he braced himseir
against the wall 10 keep himself from
, falling

“You love him and you ask my con-
sent, Margariton?” Yves asked, hoarse-
ly. “You are free, little one. 10 do as

paradize o

brother

not as [ love

greatly during

you will, but | am gratified that you
did mot forge! me utterly You are
| the one being on eurih rhat | love;

| ¥ou know it well, and your happiness
is al} ] seek. Marry the man you love,
| little one; e happy always. ™

Yves placed a bag of gold ia her
| hand.
| *This ts for your wedding dress '
| he sald. 1 have had It ready for you

| & long time."

Then, with a long kiss on the girl's
forehead. Yves went out, but this time
he 1id not turn at her signals of fare-
| well.

Sitting proudly erect in his boat,
balancing easily with the rise and fall
of the waves a single fisherman was
| darkly outlined against the sunset “ol-
| ored waters of the bay. Alone npon
the boach, Jean Vermeull watched
him in admiration

“What a splendid feillow. ™ he cried
“T must ask bim to pose for me some
day."”

He watched the boat glide easliy
upon the surface of the water. car-
ried by the current out! toward the
open sew and to the heart of the gold-
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of the pennles even. The great finan-
clan institutions look after even the
fractions of peunies.—Troy Times.

Making Him Earn His Pay,

City magistrate—Ten dollars or ten
days, and don’t let me gee ¥ou here
again,

Prisoner (who has been fined for the
usual D. D)—Oh. but you wil sir.
We don't pay vou $5000 a vear for
doin’ nothin’, yer know.—New Yorker.

An Improvement.
He—Wers

you fond of falry tales
when you were a little girl?
She—Yes, but ther weren't half so

Interesting as the ones vou tel] ma!—
Detroit Free Press.

PARASITES OF HESSIAN FLY

How the Insect Friends of the Farmer
Mny Be Distinguiched from the
Enemy of the Wheat Fleli.

The importance of parasitic enomies
of lnsaet: u#l prey up Hir LArm eraps
5 very great and gzr in a recent
bulletin from the M uri experituent
station Prof. J. M. Steilma A atlen=
tion to & number of arnsites of the
Hesstan iy as follows

Fhe great Imyg of the work
of varlous parasitic insocts in roy-
10 the Hessian v and enting ity
1 nerease cat I v OVeres-

Us narasiieg
([ every year from 30 o

a egg: b larva puparium or “‘flag-
yred d. pupn. v, adull femas . aduls
fetiale, enlarged, g, male, eojarged,; by

“Haxsecds; of Hesslan iy

% per cent. of the Hessian flies before
they reaeh maturity, and in some years

R ETORIer per cepnl. are 1us deastroyed,
Sull, notwithstanding this great reduec-
tion by parasitic insects and also by un-
favorable climatic conditions, these in-
8ects frequent beootue upnduly pumer-
Ous and conseguendly destructive. it is

because of th

not only 1 econvmic lm-
portance of these parasites of the Hes-
slan Ny, but also becuuse of the fact that
otherwise the cultivator would uot as a
able w distinguish them from
the Hessian fly itself. that we have
thought to give ao lllustration of
the wore common species of these para-
sites found In this state. A glance st the
Hlustration shown will go much farther
toward acquainting the average agri-
culturiseé with these insects. and of en-
abling him to recognize and separate
them from the Hessian fly, than any
amount of description would do: and
hence we will not enter into « escription
of ench gpecles

“It should be observed that the Hes-
sian fly has but one pair of wines, the
second pair belng represented by =&
slender club-llke rudiment: while in all
the parasites there are two palrs of
wings. the first pair., however, much
larger than the second palr. Inone e
Baetomus the [nsect
is frequently found without wings at all.
Although the Hesslan fly and (ts vari-
ous parasites look alike to the casual ob-
server, the above facts will enable one
to note the difference, if followed with
a little close observarion and sharp
especially If one be provided with s
hand lens*

rule be

TR

subapterus

Beriin’s D'rd Catcher.

Berlln supports a professional bird-
catcher, who keeps scientific Instita-
tions supplied with birds. nests and
eggs. He is the only man in the em-
plre permitted w du so

When a Good Man Dies.

A man's neighbors seldom realize
what an excellent man has heen living
among them, all undiscovered, until
thay hear the piinister tell about it as
his funeral —Chicago Sun.

Extentive Country.

New South Wales s just two and
one-balf times the size of the British
isles. Quesrsinrd is equal to three
times the German empire and Belgium
put together

One Man's Wife,

“George Washington couldn't tell a
He” “I wish my wife were like
George; she can tell a lie the minute
I tell it to her.”"—Houston Post

The Ham-Laying Hen.

This mild weather gives biddy o
chance to go singing around as of old,
which means ham and eggs for break-
fast.—Franklin (Pa.) News.

Power of Clothes.

Dress may not make the man, bpl
it bas succeeded in acquiring consid-
erable prominence among the ladies,
—Baltimore Sun.

Has No Paupers.

Servis has 0o paupers. Even the poor-
ast people succeed In es homes
of their own, and most of them owm
them. '
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